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1. The Egg 


He’s growing inside me. I feel him first as a precise and tiny pain in 
my groin, then gradually as a definite physical presence in my lower 
intestine, as if I’ve swallowed a complete egg, lodged there, thinking. 
Soon I feel him moving. He’s announcing himself gently but 
insistently. reminding me of his existence in my bowels. Now he’s 
snaking his way through my guts as he grows, sending tendrils out to 
explore me, incrementally expanding his domain. Over time, I’ve 
come to realize he’s communicating with me, infecting me with his 
thoughts. I welcome him. He’s a living being, advancing warmly 
inside me. His warmth is a deep pleasure and gives me a sense of 
impending completion. 


As he absorbs me, and I him, spreading out from my stomach and 
assimilating himself into my bloodstream, he rides through my body 
on cells and particles and he infuses my brain with his consciousness. 
Now, since I’m completely him, when I look at myself in the mirror 
naked, I see him. When my wife comes up behind me in the mirror 
and puts her arms around me and circles her hand on my belly, it’s 
him at is aroused. When we make love soon thereafter and I spill 
myself into her it’s him reaching into her, planting his seed, which will 
in turn spread throughout her body and will slowly change her into 
him. When I think this thought now, it’s him thinking us both into 
being. We’re loved by him. We’re nesting in his dreams. Soon, his 
words on this page will infect others, and through them he’ll reach 
into whole cities, nations, the entire world. His love is the universe 
expanding as he saturates new frontiers of emptiness with his mind. 


2. Brothers 


Nothing can hide from the sun. My shadow on the hard crust of sand 
along the side of the road is the sun mocking me as I walk. His greed 
sucks the moisture from the air and peels the skin from my lips. He 
penetrates my eyes and maps the contours of my mind. He changes 
my memories to suit his thoughts. He’s guiding me steadily towards 
you. 


I picture you in your room, sitting on the side of the bed, thinking of 
me. You know I’m coming. You think of nothing else. You know that 
thinking it is worse than the actual event, so you lie back down on the 
bed and stare at the wall, examining the minute details and variations 
in the textured white plaster a few inches from your face. You picture 
yourself walking in the canyons created by the striations in the 
plaster. You feel the sun on your neck. An arid wind licks the 
membranes of your lungs. I’m breathing into you. I’m inside you. You 
trace my progress along the trail with your finger. It’s me you see 
walking there on the wall, coming closer now. 


Along the way, I’m attacked by dogs. They rise up over a ridge ina 
cloud of dust and teeth, I hear your name in their snarls as they hurtle 
towards me out of the desert. I stand completely still and stare at a 
point on the horizon. I feel nothing as they rip at my feet and legs. As 
suddenly as they attack, they withdraw. Nothing can stop me if I 
concentrate. 


It’s my right to find you. We were born at the same time from the 
same womb, washed in shared blood. Since infancy, each event in my 
life has led and is leading me now to the exact moment when we meet 
again. I know it’s the same for you. Looking at the lines in my hand, I 
see our paths converging. Are you thinking the same thing now? 


Eventually, you sleep. You dream there’s a knock on your door. It’s a 
familiar, patterned series of taps that you recognize as a code worked 
out in advance, as children do. Still asleep, you answer the door. I fix 
my hands around your throat and push you back onto the bed. You 
don’t resist — you're relieved this is finally happening. As I squeeze 
out your last breath, I seal my mouth over yours and I replace your 
breath with my breath. We’re brothers, together again at last. 


3. Married 


My dreams are a thick sheet of felt, smothering me. I’m not blessed 
with images in my dreams. Dreams are the darkest, deadest place I 
can go. They nullify everything. ’m conscious while I’m dreaming, 
watching myself think nothing. I’m buried in silt at the bottom of a 
warm lake, struggling to think just one thought, anything, but nothing 


comes. 


I’m an embryo in God’s fist, suffocating without being aware that I 
should be breathing. 


There’s a buzzing sound, like wind trying to get in through a crack in 
a window, persistent, growing, bringing with it a feeling of dread, and 
an equal measure of approaching pleasure, as it enters my dream. 


I find myself standing above my bed looking down at where I’ve slept. 
There’s an afterglow in the shape of my body, and within that shape 
there’s a silver stain on the sheet, shining like a heart. A few feet 
above the bed, there’s a mist hovering — the residue of my nights’ 


breathing. My feet are cold on the polished surface of the hardwood 
floor. They too glow slightly in the darkness of my room. I notice the 
light seeping in beneath the bedroom door. 


I open the door and the light floods in. I feel my pupils shrinking 
defensively. Nevertheless, a laser pierces my brain. The information 
the light inserts activates my brain, changing me. 


There’s a woman sitting at the kitchen table I don’t recognize. 
“Hi Honey,” she says. She sucks on her cigarette, examining me. 


I’m naked in the doorway. She’s fully dressed. There’s some make up 
and a cup of coffee on the table. She applies a final touch, examining 
her work in a pocket mirror, drinks a last sip of her coffee, then stands 
and walks over to me. She kisses me on the cheek, cupping my 
genitals in her hand. She tugs gently, then squeezes. She makes a low 
sound in her throat that I first interpret as seductive, then as a threat. 
Her lips vibrate delicately against my cheek. I feel the slight tack of 
her lipstick as she withdraws. 


“T love you. I’ll call you at lunch. Bye, Honey.” 


Her heels click down the wooden stairs and the front door opens, then 
shuts. I follow her footsteps down the street as they disappear. 


I love her. I can smell her in the air. I'm inhaling her. Breath by 
breath, she’s saturating me, like ink spreading through clear water. 
Each breath is an incremental intrusion into my body, an army of 
molecules that gradually transforms me inside. 


In the bathroom, brushing my teeth, I don’t recognize myself in the 
mirror. My face is soft somehow, as if a persistent wind, over time, has 
steadily abraded and smoothed my features. My hand is lifeless 


holding the toothbrush. It’s someone else's hand, a dead 


hand, but it goes about its business. The foam in my mouth is an alien, 
living creature, clinging to my teeth, expanding its whiteness cell by 
cell, creeping down my chin, searching. I cup some warm water from 
the tap into my hands, lean down to the sink, then splash my face and 
rinse the foam from my mouth. I feel clean and new. I’m completely 
here. 


In the shower the water is hot, just as she likes it, attacking my scalp 
and hair and pulling with it the days' accumulated grease as it 
cascades down over my breasts and belly, pinking my skin. I tuck my 
genitals in between my legs, lean my head back and let the water 
scald my face. The force of it echoes in my empty skull. I allow myself 
to completely become the sound, the heat, and the steam as it enters 
my lungs. The steam packs the shower stall. 


Standing outside the glass door of the stall, ’m looking in at her 
inchoate shape, an out-of-focus full breasted woman, repeatedly 
guiding with her hands the flow of water down her face, over her 
breasts, her belly, her buttocks, her upper thighs, in an utterly private 
and routine ritual that implies both pleasure and thoughtlessness. 


As I exit the shower, I wrap myself in a thick white bath towel, 
bunching it snugly just above my breasts. As I take another, identical 
towel from its hook I notice a red lipstick imprint. Before wrapping it 
on my head I make a mental note to launder it tomorrow when I 
return from work. 


Padding barefoot through the kitchen I see that she's left her make up, 
lipstick, hairbrush, a blow dryer, tweezers and mascara on the table, 
along with her half finished cup of coffee. I take a sip. It’s still hot. I 
match my lips to the print of her lips on the rim. As the warmth of the 
liquid travels down my throat and into my belly it blossoms and 
spreads a rush of blood to my groin, nourishing my genitals. I’m 
completely hers. I love her more than my life. 


The bedroom is thick with the sour funk of my dreams. If I had my 
way, I'd return to that warm, dead place right now and stay there 
forever, but I throw open the curtains, and with some effort and 
annoyance, I slide up the window. A chip of hardened nail polish 
tumbles down onto the sill. It’s a small, red, irregular jewel against the 
glossy white. I make a mental note to fix my nails when I sit down at 
the kitchen table to apply my make up and dry my hair. 


The sun is warm through the window. I loosen the towel from above 
my breasts and let it fall to the floor. I close my eyes for a moment 
and let the sun lick me with its warmth. When I open my eyes, I 
notice that, as usual, the man in the building across the courtyard is 
watching me from a window that mirrors mine exactly. He’s smiling, 
acknowledging me. I look at him directly and frankly so he knows I 
see him, then I ignore him and straighten up my room, getting ready 
for work. 


I throw my socks, my underwear and her panties in the laundry basket 
and I hang her nightgown in the closet. It’s heavy with her sweat. I 
fluff the pillows on the bed, and while pulling up the top sheet and 
bedspread I see he’s left a semen stain on the sheet. It’s dry and 
cracked. Poor man. He didn’t need to do that. ’m always here for him. 
I pull up the sheets and bedding and throw everything into the 
laundry basket. ’ll wash it all when I get home from work. 


Now I’m at the kitchen table, thinking nothing. I have no idea how I 
got here or who or what I am. I have no memory of the events that led 
to this moment. I’m out of my body, watching myself blow-dry my 
hair. The hand that waves the device is not my hand. The sound of the 
dryer is the arid, swirling wind of the universe spiraling mindlessly 
through oblivion. It grows steadily more intense. Now it’s a whistle, 
then a thousand whistles screaming, then a single precise needle that 
ignites the center of my brain. 


As I stand and turn from the table towards the stairs, there he is, 
leering, blocking my way 


— the man from the window across the courtyard. Without needing to 
think, as if I’ve prepared for this moment my entire life, I grab a knife 
from the rack on the wall. My hand and my arm are a machine that 
rifles the knife repeatedly into his belly as I watch the scene from her 
bedroom door. 


4. The Knot 


How small can I make my body? I’ve tried curling up in a ball but it 
won’t compact adequately. I need to find a small box and attempt to 
force and twist my body into it. 


Perhaps if I find a box that’s just barely big enough, work on getting 
my body in there, then I can graduate to smaller and smaller boxes. 
My hope is that eventually I'll fit my body into a thimble-sized box. 
But the smaller it gets, the more I’ll realize that it’s never small 
enough. Nothing will ever suffice. It’s obvious that P’ll have to begin 
removing inessential parts. But what should go first? 


Perhaps I’m going about the whole thing wrong. What I need to do is 
completely erase any sense of my body. I need to comprehend it as 
inseparable from its surroundings, so that I can feel the world infusing 
it, rushing in through pores and orifices. I need to feel it dissolving 
into the world, like a cupful of dust suspended beneath the surface of 
a pool, dissipating in the current. That’s what I need to do then: 
dissolve. This begs the question: where is my mind? I think the answer 
is that I’ve already dissolved, that I don’t really exist. 


The central preoccupation needs to be my coming to the absolute 
realization that I have no body, that I have no mind, and that I’m not 
really here. This will solve the entire problem. 


One could say that I’ve had a life, and that all my experience has led 
up to this exact instant, but since this instant itself is impossible for 
me to fully occupy and itself immediately falls away, I have to be 
honest with myself and admit that I can’t really say that anything has 
actually ever happened. 


But there she is beside me, here in this bed, naked like me. The dense 
humidity of the room invades our bodies, so that we’re aqueous 
together, floating in time, letting time pass through us, feeling it snake 
and caress us as it winds through the fibers of our being. This brings 
to mind two questions: Does she also suspect that she doesn’t exist, 
and does she actually exist, independent of either of us questioning 
the fact? Or, despite her being certain she doesn’t exist, does this 
thought then prove her existence as she thinks it, even though at best 
she sees herself as mist? But then, for me in particular, does she really 
exist here beside me now? I suppose this is the central motivation for 
the act of love itself, to determine if one actually exists, or if another 
person actually exists, and if so, to instantaneously dissolve into one’s 
partner in this suicidal enterprise. But it’s terrible to think that at that 


moment they don’t exist, nor I, nor this thought, nor this instant. But 
who is imagining this now? 


If I’m not this, then how is it that I feel her hand on my inner thigh? 
The sensation is tangible, even electric. Oh, my erection is real all 
right. But it could just as easily be severed and tossed aside, or I could 
be her, the walls of my uterus aching for his presence, or I could be a 
young boy again, feeling the mud squeeze between my toes as I 
wander off into the forest, or I could be an iridescent predator fish 
leaping from the sea, 


suspended in air, free for an eternal instant, or I could be a shivering 
prisoner hunched in the corner of a darkened cell as I plot elaborate 
revenge, and so on... 


Her hand is a tongue. It has the roughness of a dog’s tongue, gently 
abrading. It leaves a sheen on my buttocks. I’m full. She is me, 
consuming her. We’re full, emptying into the open mouth of the other: 
Mouth, anus, hands gathering and crushing sheets. She’s in me, fingers 
softly probing, stretching. I succumb, dissolving as her wrist is 
wrapped in me. 


Inside is the diamond containing the sun. The slow sun explodes, 
infusing our body — now conjoined and radiating light. Here on our 
bed we’re a soft ember, an entangled worm fulgurating against the 
encroaching dark of the room as we look down watching our new self 
from above. Lost, lost, forgiven and found in death... 
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5. I Am Him 


Now there are no distractions. I can think clearly. I stretch out my arm 
and sweep my hand in an arc. Multiple ghost hands trail my hand; 
then they disappear. I focus closely in an attempt to freeze this image 


in time. I do this repeatedly, and eventually, I’m successful — 


the hands hand there, fanned out in mid air. Their fingers are tipped 
with red. I’m able to sit back, take a drink, smoke, and look at them. 
The smoke forms a screen onto which they appear to be projected. I 
study them like the still frame of a movie I’ve created. But eventually, 
no matter how hard I focus my intention, the image atomizes and 
withdraws, back into the smoke, as if the particles that comprise it are 
inhaled by an invisible force behind the air. 


I go about my day like everyone else, but there’s nothing to stop me 
from doing the most ridiculous and arbitrary things. Yesterday I was 
sitting at the kitchen table when my wife walked in. I love her 
completely and without reservation. We share intimacies and explore 
each other in ways I would never have dreamed possible. I have no 
doubt that when I die her warm hand will rest on my forehead and 
her gentle voice will guide me safely towards my disappearance. Yet, 
as she stood with her back to me at the stove preparing breakfast, I 
was suddenly compelled to grab the knife from the table and plunge it 
into her spine. 


There was no motive, no reason or emotion that would have caused 
this. I had absolutely no real desire to do this, but it took the entire 
force of my being to restrain myself. The urge passed just as quickly as 
it came and I dismissed it from my mind. I buried it somewhere, but 
it’s always there, waiting. 


Just now, sitting here, I allowed a quick spasm of insanity to shake my 
body. I actually cackled and sprayed a mist of spit out over the desk, 
flung my arms wildly in the air, then sat back again as if nothing had 
happened — an idiotic, utterly private moment known only to me that 
will disappear forever when I eventually forget it. What disturbs me is 
I’m not sure if it did happen, even now, just a minute later. 


I’ve accumulated a whole history, a web that stretches across my 
mind. Each new experience sticks to it, and like an insect on patrol, I 
consume it, spinning out new webs in turn as I think. I wonder how 
other people, creatures I’ve encountered, inanimate objects I’ve 
touched, even the air I’ve displaced, I wonder how all these webs 
intertwine (for they must have their own webs as well). I wonder if 
perhaps there is nothing really here at all, that if instead someone 
else, someone very specific, is thinking me, weaving me. I wonder if 
there’s a difference. 


I inhabit the body of the person telling this story. Though the subject 


sometimes faintly suspects that I exist, for the most part he lives his life as 
if it were his own exclusively. Still, at times, he thinks he can see my face 
behind his face when he looks in the mirror, or when he speaks he suddenly 
doesn’t recognize the sound of his voice, as if someone else were speaking 
through him, using his tongue and throat like a ventriloquist. He’s right to 


suspect this. It’s me that is Him. Though we’re entirely separate entities, I’m 
in complete control. In fact, for all purposes, I am his thoughts. But this is 
not to say that his thoughts are my thoughts, and that we’re one in the 
same. It’s just that I am the wind that swirls the particles of his mind in his 
skull, and since I arrange these particles in shapes he can recognize, they 
are my thoughts, though, as I say, we are completely separate entities... 


We have a small garden plot behind our house. It’s a source of great 
joy for me each year to tend it, pulling the weeds, digging the soil, 
tucking the seeds in gently between the furrows I’ve created. Just a 
few days ago I set about this task with my usual alacrity, looking 
forward to losing myself in my simple ritual. While on my knees, 
coaxing the weeds free from their grip in the earth, for some reason it 
seemed necessary to eat them. I didn’t question the absurdity of this 
notion, and instead proceeded to follow its dictates. I started in with 
the jagged little leaves that reached out like tiny feelers from the 
recalcitrant grey stalks. They were a vivid green, laced with yellow 
veins, and their colors screamed at the sun, and at me. As I chewed 
them — violently bitter and impossibly tough — I was acutely aware 
that God did not create these things to be eaten by humans, yet I 
persisted. Next, I was ripping the stalks between my teeth, working 
them into manageable fibrous clumps. I ate the roots too, and the dirt 
that stuck to them. As I washed everything down with a jug of water, I 
could a special sickness growing sharply in my stomach. I needed 
desperately to vomit, but I continued with my work. It was easy to 
resist the need to puke: I looked at it as equal to anything else, just 
simply there, like the feel of the moist earth encroaching through the 
textile of my pants, soaking my knees, nothing more or less... 


Now I noticed a few worms, curling nervously in the divots I’'d created 
by pulling the weeds. This new exigency required my special 
attention. I took the hoe and gently worked the soil of the plot, careful 
not to kill these mindless, somehow animate organisms, with tiny 
clumps of dirt sticking to their sheen and squeezing excrement out 
their rear. They and their shit are the most valuable elements in the 
soil, of course. But now, compelled by an invisible force, I went into 
the house and quickly fetched a pair of tweezers from the bathroom 
cabinet, then, on my knees again outside, I set about carefully prizing 
each single worm from the fertile bed of dirt before me. I worked for 


hours in quadrants, dropping them silently into a yellow bucket. The 
rich, brown soup of the moist earth and their beige, undulating forms, 
were a thing of beauty set against the bright yellow plastic of the 
bucket’s inner walls (a work of art I marveled at for a considerable 
time). It was exacting and tedious work, but finally I felt I’d managed 
to remove them all from the plot, and the bucket was now of a 
satisfying weight, a little over half full with the fruits of my labor. 


For some reason it was now time to go to the shed. I left the bucket in 
the middle of the plot, enthralled with its mystery. Patiently working 
my way through discarded, rusted tools and spools of ruptured hose, I 
found the can of gasoline in the back corner buried beneath a few 
sacks of lime. I filled a large green plastic watering can to the brim. I 
stood there for a minute, inhaling the fumes deeply. I felt the waves of 
poison quickly advancing through 


the coiled labyrinth of my brain, cleansing my thoughts. Newly 
fortified, I returned to the garden, my head flooded with gasoline and 
purpose. I emptied the yellow bucket onto what I estimated to be the 
center of the plot. A revelation came to me: There at my feet, moving 
with new freedom and unfathomable intent, the mound was an exact 
analog of my brain, and just as sentient, equally charged with spirit. 
Following the urgent course that had been set out for me, I sprinkled 
the mound and then the entire plot with the gasoline. 


Standing back, I tossed a match and watched the rectangle heave up 
in a sheet of flame that pounded the air with a single boom, then 
hissed and cracked with sustained menace. I saw my mind there in the 
center, shrieking with ecstasy. It was the most beautiful thing I had 
ever witnessed. 


My wife found me curled up unconscious on the bathroom floor with 
the vomit spread out around me in wings like a snow angel. She 
cleaned me up, stood me in the shower, and put me to bed. Even in 
my poisoned stupor, I felt the easy comfort of our love. She assumed, 
of course, that I’d been drinking again, and now in the afternoon. I 
haven’t had a drink in over a year. She knows that. 


We’re meditating. We need to be unified. I’m calling. Is he listening? He 
has no choice. We follow the path, winding through space. Our thoughts 
are simply phenomena that rush past us like scenes watched through the 
window of a speeding car. Our goal is to disappear, yet to be infinitely and 
perfectly aware of nothing (and everything) at once, to have no goal. 


But you see, this nothing is ME, and I infuse his body with sparkling 


particles of my love, which is infinite. As we levitate, then soar past the 
stars, his fingers, nesting gently in his lap, are imperceptibly twitching, 
tapping out a secret message that I telegraph to them. I call his name. He 
hears it as if for the first time. It stands there before him like a deer in the 
clearing of a forest, bathed in moonlight. He feels a rush of white light 
illuminate from his spine, then spread out instantly through the networks of 
his being, exploding in his skull and simultaneously charging his cock with 
divine and exultant love. It’s my love, an unending shock of lightning that 
compels him to fall to his side on the floor. He’s hypnotized with the bliss 
I’ve manufactured for him. He takes up the pad of paper I’ve left there by 
his side and he writes, a naked, grown man, fetal, but erect on the carpet. 
Our words flow through him without effort or intervention. 


My wife has strong hands, but her fingers are elegant and supple. I 
often take each finger into my mouth and suck it. I’m consuming her, 
bringing her into me, and she brings me into her and consumes me 
also. As we kiss, her tongue searches my mouth and I suck that gently 
too. Her saliva is effervescent and clear, a magic solution that 
dissolves and mingles with mine. I drink it down. As it travels through 
my throat and diffuses into my body, I feel healed, and purely, 
senselessly alive. Each molecule, each atom, each nucleus of our 
bodies — now one body, one being — is individually charged with our 
love, and we feel each one flare and rupture separately and distinctly 
and concurrently. At times, our lovemaking can extend for hours, and 
in the course of these sessions we’re slowly transformed from inside 
ourselves by this light, until our bodies are no longer our bodies. 


We are a strange and benevolent creature, suspended in the glittering 
cosmos of our room. The stars, and the numberless, infinitesimal 
granules of the universe, shudder and laugh inside us and through us 
as we explore the beauty of God’s mind, as he thinks us. 


Our respective sexes are irrelevant. We fuse in myriad ways according 
to the flow of the curiosity that animates us and charges the particles 
of our being with desire. Our desire is selfless and originates in a place 
before words, before conscious thought, and we don’t question it or 


give it aname. This selfless love permeates our every mundane 
interaction throughout our days. We share our ambitions, our 
memories, and our secret fears, without reservation or judgment. 
We’re supportive when one of us fails, and we’re quick to soothe when 
one of us erupts in anger or grief. We’re poignantly aware of our 
mortality, and we endeavor to live each moment with an awareness of 
the urgency of our experience, in the full light of encroaching death. 
Death doesn’t frighten us inordinately, since we hold a special comfort 
in the spiritual union we share, and the role that one or both of us will 
assume in ushering the other into the unknown. Our souls are 
intertwined forever... Why then, for no reason at all, do I feel myself 
suddenly and helplessly compelled to stranger her? 


6. Serendipity 


I was fortunate to have had an accident that left me incapacitated. 


Startled by an unfamiliar sound somewhere in the house as I slept, I 


leapt from my bed, the knife I keep on the bedside table in my hand. I 
was fearless and probably still dreaming as I flew to the door. The 
room I sleep in has an exceptionally low doorway. I’ve trained myself 
to bow as I come and go, but in this liminal instant I was late and the 
soft top of my skull connected perfectly with the iron lintel of the 
door. I saw white and crumbled backwards. I heard a crack as the rear 
of my skull landed on the stone floor. A mouth opened in the back of 
my head and something warm flooded out of my mind. Laid out flat 
on the floor, I rose up out of myself and hovered above my body in 
mid air. I heard them crunching the glass beneath their feet as they 
entered the house through the window they’d broken. 


There were two of them. They entered the room and stood looking 
down at my body. I saw my chest heaving. My pursed lips sucked at 
the air in sharp, short spasms. The air wouldn’t come. I saw my eyes 
roll back in my head, then close. They kicked lightly at my sides, 
testing me for signs of consciousness. They seemed surprised, but not 
unhappy with their discovery. I felt a peculiar, curious indifference 
that I’d never before experienced as I watched. It felt like coming 
home — a revelation that had been waiting for me my entire life but 
had only now, through this entirely haphazard circumstance, emerged 
suddenly as the central, blazing truth of my existence. There was no 
separation between the scene that unfolded beneath me and my own 
perception of it. I was inside my body on the floor while 
simultaneously looking down at it, flooded with bliss. I remained 
floating at the ceiling, observing myself without thinking. 


They worked their way leisurely through my house. Occasionally, they 
returned to check on my body between trips out the front door to 
their vehicle. Since there wasn’t much to steal, they were soon 
finished. I heard them open the refrigerator, then crack open a quart 
of beer. There were several such bottles in there. They spent a good 
deal of time sitting at the kitchen table drinking them. They seemed to 
be discussing something of great importance. Soon, they were arguing 
loudly, trading insults in the manner of ex-convicts. 


One of them shouted and a bottle shattered on the tiles. I saw a figure 
rush past my bedroom to the front door, heard it flung open, heard 
the trunk of their car open, then heard and felt the concussive impact 
as it slammed shut. Then the front door was kicked open. As he 
entered my room, he hit his head on the doorway, cursed and 
staggered back clumsily, then bowed and thrust himself drunkenly 
into my room. He stood at my feet, swaying and lazily shaking the 
rusted can of gasoline he held in his right hand, as if to test its 
fullness. To the version of me that lay there unconscious, breathing 


now, it was the sound of a vast inland sea gently lapping a pebbled 
shore. I saw my eyes open, trying to focus, then I saw the dim figure 
of a Cyclops looming above me, anointing my body as he muttered an 
obscure, unknowable rite. 


I am grateful for all that has happened, for all the events that have 
passed through me and brought me to this point. I am fully myself 
now for the first time, and it is endless. As my body ignites, I run 
screaming out the door into the night. The stars are above and below 
me, and embrace me as I spin through them and I light up the sky. My 
pain is not pain, but is joy, and I am in this moment forever, 
miraculous. 


7. The Condemned Man 


I question if I should be ashamed, but then again I question everything 
now. I’m presuming that’s the reason I was put here (to question and 
to be ashamed), though there’s no evidence to lead me to that 
conclusion. I don’t know why or how I got here, but I’m relatively 
certain that I am here and that they are looking in at me. Then again, 
in my circumstance one begins to doubt the reality of everything, even 
the existence of their mind, even the doubting itself. My mind is the 
thought itself, and the question is the corrosive acid that has been 
poured into my skull. 


I suppose that I’m comfortable, in my way, since I’m fed and I have 
plenty of water. The fact that I’m compelled to suck both food and 
water from a tube in full unyielding view of my onlookers could be 
considered a source of humiliation, but I’ve long ago accepted 
abjection as a necessary state of mind if I’m ever going to successfully 
strip away superfluities and get to the essential truth, though it must 
be said that I have no idea what this truth is and even if it’s a good 
idea to seek it out. But let’s say that I am ashamed, and that my 
experience of this shame is the very reason that I’m here, and that I 


need to go deeply inside that shame and embrace it as the entire 
reason for my existence, as they watch me, naked, here on display in 
my vitrine. 


My body is covered in large, bright red sores, evenly distributed on 
every available inch of skin, as if a template of dots had been seared 
onto my flesh, intended to invited the amused derision of my 
onlookers. The pattern stands out in contrast against my white skin, 
clown-like, almost festive. And indeed there is something to celebrate: 
my abjection. 


My utter repulsion at the basic fact of my existence is a source of 
unalloyed joy for my onlookers, much as a song of praise is a direct 
conduit to the divine; the act itself contains and conveys the content 
to which it aspires. 


I am on display in a shopping mall. My vitrine rests on a sleek, 
rectangular, bright red plastic pedestal, placing me just below average 
adult eye level. There are a few steps provided so young children can 
also peer in at me. There seems to be a plaque at the base of my glass 
enclosure. I imagine it provides my name and pertinent information 
about me, especially including my assumed misdeeds and execrable 
thoughts and actions, since most of my onlookers read it and then 
look in at me with renewed interest and appalled curiosity and 
amusement. In addition to the plaque, which contains cursory 
historical information fixed in time, my thoughts, fears and dreams 
are displayed within the surface of the glass itself in real time in the 
form of read-outs, random phrases spelled out in various shades, 
colors and sizes of Helvetica Bold typeface. The semi transparent text 
fades into and out of view according to the trajectory of my 
consciousness, providing an ever-changing palimpsest through which 
one views my pathetic form within the vitrine In this way my 
immediate thoughts qualify the spectacle of my physical form within 
my enclosure. Wires are attached to my temples to facilitate this 
addition to the entertainment my public display provides. My goal 
here inside is to make the glass screen go blank, to 


think nothing. Reading my thoughts as I think them in reverse is itself 
a form of torture. My ultimate hope is to disappear completely, to 
atomize my body, to cease to exist. In this sense, I’m grateful for my 
confinement and humiliation, since if I can attain this goal I will have 
achieved enlightenment. 


I have found it necessary to accept pain and discomfort completely. 
Aside from the constant sting of my sores and the intense cramping of 
my body, I am perpetually penetrated and intruded upon by my 
onlookers. Using joysticks fixed to the base of my vitrine, they are 
able to control tiny cameras that are attached to the end of flexible 
cables and insert them into whatever orifice in my body they choose. 
Since there are a few joysticks and cable apparatus provided, I 
sometimes find myself penetrated through multiple orifices at once, 
for instance through my nose, penis, and my anus simultaneously. In 
this way they are able to explore further the horrible fact of my 
existence, by probing my interior thoroughly as they wind the cables 
through my insides. 


They travel dark and pulsing tunnels of evil, encountering monstrous 
growths and crusted formations along the way. These images are 
displayed on a screen that is suspended by wires perhaps 18 inches 
above my enclosure. The screen tilts down towards the explorer. 


Children seem to be most inclined to this procedure, treating the 
process as a game of adventure and excitement, much as they do other 
electronic video games situated throughout the mall. My pain, and the 
relative extent of it, depending on the crudeness and force of their 
probe, seems to be its own reward. I note a marked increase and 
eruption in giggles and shouts when I happen to cry out in agony. 
Again, my goal in all this is to disappear, to accept the pain and 
hopefully to disappear completely inside it. 


My frequent diarrhea and vomiting is perhaps the greatest test for me, 
since of all my humiliations they are the most intimate, and ’m 
relieved when strident jets of warm salt water, projecting from the 
eight corners of my enclosure are unleashed, and the resultant slime is 
sucked away through the pneumatic drain in the bottom of my 
enclosure. 


I note with some irony that my pathetic body and bared psyche are 
the only things nakedly human in the arid, florescent and brightly 
colored environment of the shopping mall. 


Various logos and corporate brands emblazon every available surface 


of the concourses, grand staircases, and corridors, just as the same 
logos and brand insignias announce themselves on the brightly 
colored jogging suits and other assorted consumer uniforms of my 
onlookers. I am the only unbranded item in the mall, and in that I 
draw some small comfort. In my humble way I am an individual of 
sorts, albeit one who is dissolving while on public display and whose 
only hope is oblivion. 


8. The Choice 


I’m standing here waiting, chewing what’s left of my thoughts. 
They’ve finally come for me. 


I’m trapped here beneath the sky. Even though I look up at the web of 
infinity and through the screen of stars, and even though I will my 
soul to travel out into the arid blackness, I feel it all pounding down 
on me instead, crushing me into the earth. There’s no escape, I am 
here irrevocably, a tangle of thoughts and sensations — a clutch of 
self-devouring snakes. I’m trying desperately to escape my mind and 
body, but the only escape is death, and I’m not ready to die. I’ll never 
be ready to die. I wonder if I truly exist. ’'m incapable of pointing to a 
single thing that is undeniably me. Even intense physical pain is 
suspect. 


I light a cigarette. I draw the smoke deep down into my lungs, then I 
release it out into the night, It hangs there, crystalized by the cold. I 
realize I’m looking at my soul, which is also being examined 
indifferently by the moon. I hold the lighter beneath my finger and 
click the flame into existence and it burns the tip. I feel the sharp 
emergency of it and recoil but then it’s gone, and it has transformed 
itself into a new fact, a throb that pulses and travels up my arm to my 
heart, spreads through my nervous system, and stabs at my brain. But 
that sensation also quickly dissipates; I can trace each new 
phenomenon that the initial assault engenders and they’re all suspect, 
they’re all somehow false, a series of ruses with no intention, but with 
the ultimate effect of distracting me from my focus. If I could just 
catch one thing and hold it, I’d be saved. 


I disgust myself. My attempts at awareness are feeble and idiotic. I 
should run drooling and babbling out into the woods, and let the 
branches and thorns tear my flesh as I scream gibberish at the night. 


But here I stand, naked beneath the stars, tensed and listening. The 


mosquitos form a cloud around me. They’re a million hungry planets 
swarming and feeding on the sun of my body. I allow them to insert 
their proboscis without resistance and only occasionally wipe them 
away in smears of blood. I’m open to everything. 


I’m listening, tracing the creatures that have finally come for me as 
they approach through the woods. You could say that I’m violently 
listening — I throw my mind out to them, and for an instant, I am 
them. I can see through their eyes. I see their clawed hands before me, 
deftly pushing the foliage aside. I see their grubby and wounded feet 
padding on the underbrush. I hear a twig crack, then silence, and soon 
the rustle of the leaves on a gently displaced branch. 


Then — a whisper. It startles me it seems so close, almost against my 
ear, but I’m aware of the way sound travels out here at night. I decide 
they’re maybe twenty yards out past the clearing. The way the sounds 
are dispersed, I’m guessing there must be at least a dozen of them 
fanned out in a semi circle, forming a perimeter to prevent my escape. 
The cabin is behind me with the door open, emitting a modest glow of 
light from the kerosene 


lamp beside my bed. Behind the cabin is the cliff, its stone surface like 
elephant hide beneath the moon. I’ve been up that cliff before, though 
I never managed to reach the top. 


One thing equals another, and my mind compels me to escape. I’m 
tired of the cabin, with its moldy carpet and the toxic tang of the air 
that infiltrates my lungs. I’m tired of my thoughts too, circling their 
prey like wolves around a wounded animal. But mostly I’m scared — 
suddenly and thankfully terrified. Though I’ve run the image of what 
they’d do to me if they caught me through my mind a thousand times 
(and as much as I’ve examined the scenario in detail, in an attempt to 
diffuse its power over me) it remains an immediate horror I can never 
willingly bear. There’s no choice now, and I’m grateful for that. 


I decide there is just enough time left and I run into the cabin and put 
on pants, boots a shirt. I grab the shotgun that leans beside the bed. I 
stuff a handful of shells into my pants pocket. I strap the shotgun to 
my back and run out the door and head for the cliff. I’m half way up 
before they breach the clearing and stumble snorting and raging into 
the cabin, smashing its contents and setting the whole thing ablaze 
while chanting my name as if I were some sort of demigod they were 
summoning through the power of fire. Clinging like a spider to the 
rock face, I watch what was left of my life burn as they jab their 
spears at the air, howling drunk with the spectacle of flame. The black 


smoke and brilliant red cinders tunnel up into the sky and mingle with 
the stars. I can feel them ripping through the tender leather of my 
flesh as they engorge their throats with my blood. 


I come to the spot on the cliff face that in my previous attempts had 
impeded my progress to the top. It’s a jaw of stone jutting out into the 
air a few feet, covered in moss, and too slick to grab hold of. Since I 
now have no choice I reach up onto it anyway. I’m surprised to find a 
rock the size of my fist embedded in the surface of the stone that I 
hadn’t previously discovered. It feels slightly loose in its moorings, but 
since there’s no alternative, I risk it. 


They’re now at the foot of the cliff. A few of them are starting to work 
their way up behind me. They make a bit of progress, but they tumble 
down in a clatter of stones, landing at the feet of their comrades. Still, 
they keep coming. Eventually they’ll find a way. I clench the rock 
tightly with the tips of my fingers and am barely able to swing my leg 
up onto a higher ledge as a result. Just as I pull myself up and am 
grabbing at another ledge with my free hand the rock in the mossy 
slab breaks loose and I fall flat on my chest on the slick tablet. I 
immediately began sliding. I feel more than imagine my living arm as 
they rend it in their jaws. I somehow manage to clutch at another 
small rock protruding from the cliff. I pull myself up against the face 
just as my shotgun slips off my shoulder. It falls down amongst the 
crowd of human beasts and discharges and wounds one of them in the 
stomach. I watch as they set about devouring him in the brush at the 
foot of the cliff. The few of them that have managed to make a small 
amount of progress up the cliff-face quickly slide down the rocks and 
join the others in their feast. The sight of this feeds me with enough 
adrenalin to send me easily to the top. 


The moon is full and illuminates the landscape beneath me like an 
endless film set. I know it’s real, but still it seems artificial and 
arbitrary, as if I myself have constructed this vast diorama, and am 
standing here on the cliff edge examining my work. 


Down there the animal-men are finishing their meal. A few now look 
up at me. There’s the cabin: smoldering and collapsed at the base of 
the cliff. As the small clearing that was made for the cabin abruptly 
ends, the forest stretches out and down a series of hills that gradually 
decline until they reach the disused and overgrown farming fields that 
eventually thin out and finally end in a sprawl of abandoned and 
lightless suburbs. Perhaps five miles away, a low-hanging, perfectly 
formed, flat and oily black ceiling of cloud is suspended over the dim 
and ruined city. Its dark towers reach up to touch the underside. The 


upper side of the carpet is orange and glowing beneath the moon. The 
moon itself is an imprecation, damning the world with its light. I’m 
sure that at any moment a giant and horrible figure will rise up from 
behind the curved horizon, traversing the upper surface of the cloud, 
growing larger as he approaches, until he finally stands there above 
the city, huge, animal, and magnificent, with his teeth bared and 
snapping at the sky as he claws at the lattice of stars, planets, and 
mindless satellites, screaming murder at the universe. 


I turn and head out across the plateau. Immediately I have entered 
another weather system. A pregnant, silver screen of cloud hangs low 
overhead. The dead grass grows up from the field of debris and 
reaches to my knees. A nail protruding from a sodden 2x4 


perfectly punctures the rubber sole of my boot. I stifle a scream and 
work my way forward as snow begins to weight the grass. Snarls of 
wire grab at my ankles. The grass bends in regular, whitened waves of 
supplication, and forms a rhythmic seascape that stretches out barren 
and silent, a field of undulant mercury that slopes gradually upward 
before me. I leave a wake of flattened brown as I move, a trail for the 
hunters to follow. 


At the crest of a hill in the distance, a lone oak tree stands with its 
arms outstretched, sheltering a bonfire beneath it. It’s a flickering orb 
of welcome in the gently falling snow. 


The flakes scintillate like confetti at the edges of the sphere. In the 
closing distance, I make out more of the beast-men, congregating 
around the flames, leaning on their weapons, entranced by the glow. 
Something hangs from the branches of the tree above the fire, 
roasting. Its screams are tiny, at once ringing and muffled, like an 
insect trapped under glass. But by the time I’ve reached the edge of 
their encampment, the screams are transformed into a bubbling 
sound, like an extended moan rising up from under water. I’m not 
surprised to see that it is my wife and young son hanging there. My 
love for them is terrible and immediate and full. Their clothing has 
been burned away, but recognizable strips are interwoven now with 
their flesh, random slices of which have been sawed loose by the 
leering monsters that surround them. As I stumble into the light, one 
of the dead-eyed men, smiling, hands me a knife in greeting. 


9. Where Are You? 


I’m the wind that rushes through your skull. I move the particles of 
your mind and rearrange your thoughts. I’m secret to you, but I infest 
you. You think that you are experiencing an awareness of yourself and 
your memories and actions, but it is me that animates you. How can 
you be so unaware? I give you signals and signs that appear in plain 
sight, and you persistently look past them and ignore them, pushing 
them back into hidden corners of your consciousness, where they 
fester and turn malignant. When the effects of this poison manifest in 
the form of memories, they metastasize, congeal, and they become 
tumors that you presume to be your identity. Your self is laid out 
before you like hacked flecks of bloody spittle on a white page, 
forming shapes you misinterpret as your being. You’re like a monkey 
looking into a mirror for the first time. You’re shocked and enthralled 
with your image. You pull at your distended lips and twist your face 
in caricature. 


You hiss and bark like an idiot, then weep with grief. But I am the 
mirror. If you look closely you’ll note the mirror is empty. Nothing is 
here in this place, least of all you. 


10. The Performance Artist 


The following are random thoughts taken from my journal. They led 
me eventually to conceive and execute a performance piece that I 
describe in a statement beneath the extracts that are presented here: 


“... This is not mine. The mind that weeps in my skull is a phantom. 
Memories drift like smoke in a dim cell — an aftermath of an event that 
once was real but now blends with the present and shapes the future, none 
of which can be proved demonstrably to exist. The focus sharpens, then 
fogs, then sharpens again. Who is looking through the lens? I’ll cut 
everything away until eventually I’m reduced to a single sensation, a 
soundless scream in a muffled void. My scream connotes nothing — not 
pain, not joy, not loss, not fear, not love, just the raw fact of my existence, 
eating itself forever... God is thinking me now. 


Everything, the limitless universe, the kneeling, headless hostage, the 
simpering newborn child, the ecstatic lovers, the peasant toiling in a rice 
swamp, the bloated mall shopper, the leering president, the holy, selfless 
nurse cleaning the seepage from he wounds of an Ebola victim — 
everything, all of it, the whole suppurating mess is God thinking... I’m 
falling through a funnel in space. I’m embryonic in golden light. Filigrees of 
purple embroider the lumen screen of stars. Black hands stir the swirl... 
The sound is a hum, nearly subsonic, a steady vibration inside my lungs. 
My mouth is open: The Void. Silence is impossible, but urgent and 
necessary. The cloak of being is itself resonating — a sonic fur. If I listen, I 
can hear a plethora of noises in my mouth — my tongue clicks with saliva, 
my breath roars through the caves and tunnels of my trachea and collides 
exhaling with my teeth. A scintilla of past stimulus continues to vibrate 
inside my cochlea... memories embodied in sound, like the granular 
aftermath of waves sifting on a beach... Meanwhile, my heart pushes blood 
in ceaseless crescendos. This violence is echoed in the fat and muscle of my 
body. Through repetition, the infinite cataclysms of my heartbeat are 
rendered subliminal, but they’re always there. You just have to listen. My 
beating heart is an angry giant pounding the earth with his fist, over and 
over, shaking the universe, rattling the stars... I must cut everything away. 
I must excise the beast that roars inside me. I must get rid of my body.” 


And here is the statement I presented to document the performance: 


“HERE I AM SEEN CUTTING OFF MY FINGER — A PART OF ME, A 
PART OF MY SELF, NO LONGER MINE, NOW YOURS TO CONSUME. 
AM I LESS MYSELF NOW 


SOMEHOW? ARE YOU NOW BECOMING ME WHILE YOU EAT ME? 
AM I NOW 


BECOMING YOU? WILL I LIVE FOREVER THROUGH YOU? WILL WE 
THEN INFECT 


EVERYTHING, INFINITELY? HERE I AM SEEN CUTTING OFF 


ANOTHER FINGER... 
WHERE WILL IT END? 


I invited several people to attend the performance. It was to take place 
in a white room. I would be sitting naked at a table, the audience 
seated in a few generic foldout chairs 


before me. I would slowly and dispassionately remove parts of my 
body with a sharp knife, offering them to the audience to consume. No 
one showed up to the performance, but I executed it anyway, and it’s 
documented in the photographs presented here and on the DVD you’re 
watching now. 


In my opinion this was a brilliantly conceived piece, in that it 
condensed my rather florid journal extracts to a single essence, and 
the act itself was a living embodiment of what I view as the true 
nature of art, thought and being. If you’d like to explore further the 
remaining evidence of how my mind worked while I was alive, the 
password to my computer is written on the underside of the table I 
used in the performance. The file containing my journal entries is 
entitled “Here I Am Seen Thinking,” (please read in particular the 
entry entitled “Four Incidental Essays”). I earnestly believe that in 
reading these thoughts I will be living in and through you. However, I 
have a further, more overarching request. Please delete the entire 
contents of the computer. You can do this either before or after 
perusing its contents. Furthermore, please destroy this DVD and 
photographs. If you choose to do this, your benevolent actions would 
constitute the perfect performance and would contribute seamlessly 
and silently to the furtherance of human consciousness. 


11. The Seer 


When I close my eyes it comes at me in waves — light, sound, infinite 
images and scenes broiling with jungles of wire and vegetation — I 


see possibility and shape repeating and endlessly writhing; I see 
monstrous florescent lizards screeching through the underbrush; I see 
shimmering rivers of insects working their way through the carcass of 
a discarded human body; I see the entire contents of my memory all at 
once; I see the moistened lips of a pop star; I see hands reaching 
upward, clutching at an invisible god; I see lovers hands travelling the 
contours of their softly focused skin; I see my death and I see myself 
watching myself die and I remember it somehow now; I see unending 
scrolls of text and code, rants, gossip, secret documents; I see a 
magnified close-up of dust miles breeding in clumps of hair on a 
hardwood floor beneath a feather bed; I see shifting palimpsests of 
stars; I see a defeated, aging man hunched on the edge of his cot in his 
jail cell weeping, his knuckles bloodied and broken from battering the 
stone wall; I see tiny golden specks in the irises of my wife’s eyes as 
she peers closely into mine; I see a coin floating in space, seen from 
both sides at once; I see ancient scrawled drawings, oil and tempura 
portraits, daguerreotypes, black and white photographs, color 
Polaroids, 8 mm films, entire movies, digitized cell phone photos and 
videos — of children, always children, those innocent avatars of 
human possibility framed and mutilated as their present joys and 
terrors are devoured in time and their memories lost, burned, altered, 
distorted, caricatured, then discarded; I see a blind man running his 
fingers along rows of books he can no longer read, recognizing each 
book by the contours and texture of the spine and remembering 
precisely the contents of each one; I see pointless dramas enacted, 
forgotten instantly, then remembered again, each iteration minutely 
different and each with its’ own set of implications and responses, and 
each one eliciting a new emotion and subsequent behaviour, in a 
response that in turn triggers new behaviors and consequences — 


flickering, always flickering, breeding conflict, violence, love, new 
desires enacted or repressed or assimilated or sublimated, each 
nullifying the other until all that’s left is this exact moment as wave 
after wave of light and sensation rush at me and through me. 


I see and feel every possible image, all at once, every moment, every 
sound I create, every thought, every instance that has ever been or is 
now being conjectured or could ever conceivably be imagined, 
simultaneously. ’m feeding myself back my own thoughts, my 
memories, and my instantaneous responses to what I’m feeding 
myself, to the extent that there is no distinction between any of it. I 
feel everything. I feel it Now. I feel the knife go in, I feel the bite of the 
wind on my face as I stand on the mountain looking down at the 
burning hut in the valley. I feel the fire consuming straw. I feel the 
hunger of the fire. I feel molecules screaming. I feel the gentle 


exhalation of spent lovers. I taste their breath, and I’m in their lungs 
— and I am their lungs. I travel through their bodies, riding cells and 
particles through their blood. I’m all of it, and because I know 
everything, I know nothing. 


12. His Name is Fuck 


A succubus has come for me. I welcome her in my sleep. I very much 
want her to suffocate me. I want her tongue to wind down my throat. 
I want to taste the deadness of her breath, and I want it to fill my 
stomach. Lying on my back as she fucks me, my hands circle the 
sinuous ridges of her back and come away bloody. She calls my name 
as we work. Though the word is hot and wet as she presses it into my 
ear it sounds like it comes from an infinite distance. This word has 
travelled from some dead, utterly black region in space, somehow 
insinuated its way into her lifeless brain, then suffused my own mind 
with its poison, leaving me completely enslaved and irrevocably 
transformed. The word is fuck. 


My name is FUCK. 


13. The Egg (2) 


I’m sitting naked and cross-legged in a luminescent egg of light, 
surrounded by darkness. 


The blackness is advancing. It wants to swallow the egg. I sit perfectly 
still, barely breathing. The blackness is impenetrable. Its advance 
towards me is time itself, encroaching, hungry. I know that soon I’ll be 
consumed, that all light will be extinguished and that it will be as if I 
never was; just the deadness of the black, still and complete. I want to 
scream, but knowing it’s useless and even somewhat obscene, I remain 
silent, waiting. Is the blackness benevolent, malefic, or indifferent? I 
have to accept that the question is irrelevant. But nevertheless, the 
question is urgent and is everything. The question posed — what IS 
this — is the answer. I raise my arms and lift my voice in song, my 
eyes searching for heaven. Stars appear in the black. Their presence 
insists on infinity. 


Following my voice, I’m lifted violently but with boundless love 
upward and I tumble helpless and mindless through space, dissolving 
in the breath of God. 


14. I Am Her 


We were in a car traveling sleepless on a freeway somewhere in 
Germany. A flawless ribbon of shimmering concrete unfolded before 
us. The finely calibrated screams of assorted BMWs, Mercedes and 
Audis randomly hurtled toward us from behind and to the left, then 
fucked the air violently at our side as they passed. This self-contained 
vortex shrank immediately like a rapidly closing lens. It fizzled to a 
tiny squeal in the distance before us, then disappeared completely, as 
if it never happened, over and over. We drove moderately in the right 
lane, passing those more timid than ourselves with extreme caution, 
each time holding a subliminal fear that a gleaming monster would 


rise from behind us without warning and smash us to bits. 


Which must be what created the scene we witnessed next. As we came 
up over a rise in the roadway, traffic suddenly slowed, then stopped 
incongruously in the left lane, gathering in a growing tangle of 
vehicles that spilled over at odd angles to the right, leaving an avenue 
of moderate egress along the shoulder, which we took, inching along, 
rolling down our windows to get a better look. 


There in the perfectly manicured grass median lay a Mercedes sedan 
on its back, its wheels still spinning slowly, an upside down family 
suspended from their harnesses and packed in tightly by deployed 
airbags. They looked relatively unharmed, shocked but safe. 


Then we saw fingers of black smoke exploring their airtight 
compartment. A little girl in the back seat waved to me, directly to 
me, searching my eyes. She seemed to be saying. “it’s all right, I’m 
frightened, but I’ll be OK.” I smiled idiotically in return. Then 
everything exploded., but she kept waving only her hand visible now 
in the flames. 


The smashed Jaguar that had murdered the family rested at a right 
angle to the guardrail with its rear end against the rail. At the 
concussion of the flames in the car he’d hit the driver came out of his 
stupor where he was hunched over the wheel, forced his door open, 
then stood there semaphoring his arms wildly to no one as blood 
streamed down his face. 


He collapsed on the grass and struggled to crawl towards the burning 
car with his mouth wide open and his jaw hanging loose as various 
passersby restrained him. 


Seeing that a sizeable crowd had already gathered and we could be of 
little help, we continued on our way. After a few kilometers we 
stopped at a roadside restaurant and sat silently eating, each of us 
rehashing and dissecting the snapshot of human tragedy we’d just 
witnessed in our own way. We seldom talked about it during the 
remainder of our trip. 


By the time I’d returned home, I’d processed it completely. I left it 
there inside me untouched, safe in a corner of my mind, as if 
protecting that little girl from further harm, as if even thinking about 
her would be an act of violence. 


What became of her bright and curious soul? I believe it’s in me. I am 
now her. It’s her that is writing this now. 


15. You’ll Never Understand 


We are one mind. Since the evolution of consciousness began this 
process has been leading to its final conclusion: one mind thinking 
itself. Each individual consciousness has hitherto been a discrete cell 
in a greater brain, slowly developing. Millions, then billions of these 
organisms grew, comprising the body of the brain, each thinking 
separately but communicating, drawing closer to each other, 
attempting to fuse. With the development of language, the process 
accelerated. Then writing, then books, then newspapers and histories, 
then radio and movies and television, and now the Internet, corroding 
and simultaneously feeding the mind with muriatic acid as it 
dissolves. The process is almost complete. The illusion of individual 
identity is about to be erased. This mind is now eating itself, seeking 
out a flat equilibrium, a polished clean surface, a single thought. It’s 
no coincidence that this apogee of history arrives simultaneously with 
the destruction and depletion of the planet’s resources and the earth is 
eating itself, too. As we reach the point of NO THOUGHT = ONE 
THOUGHT, the earth will be a cinder and all life will be extinguished. 
This was the course that was set from the beginning: Nullity. This is 
THE 


PLAN, and is as it should be. Consciousness, existence itself is a 
terrible blight. I feel it is my duty to live according to this plan, to set 
about extinguishing as many conscious entities as I can, and then 
finally extinguish myself. AWARENESS IS EVIL. 


Of course I question is I even have a “self,” since this line of thinking 
has lead me to the inevitable conclusion that all my experience, my 
memories and sensations, are a product of the greater mind and are 
inseparable from it, and that even the “I” that observes itself is a 
product of this process. Moreover, the “I” itself is a temporary, falsely 
perceived arrangement, the random product of electrical impulses 
firing in a haphazard agglomeration of cells, fluids, meat and tissue 


that rose up from the earth with the express, ultimate purpose of 
feeding its own death and the death of everything else, as the greater 
consciousness leads itself to extinction. I welcome this moment! 


I am in my attic apartment, sitting at the window. I’m watching them 
go about their lives below, I feel myself rush out into their bodies as 
they get into their car, ride their tricycle on the cracked pavement, or 
remove the mail from their mailbox. Sometimes they look up at me, a 
skewed shadow distorted behind the glass, and I see vividly their eyes. 
For an instant, I feel myself intensely alive inside them. In the 
invisible thread, in the ache of connection, is where we truly reside. In 
this flux between us, I’m perfectly aware, and I disappear. Behind me, 
the old man I’ve strapped to my bed whimpers in his gag. I want to 
talk to him, but he’ll never understand. 
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16. Four Incidental Essays 
BLISS: 


Often erroneously associated with pleasure, true Bliss is more 
accurately understood as the absolute dissolving of self. As such, Bliss 
can only be grasped by viewing the phenomenon of ones own 


consciousness through a spotless window of emptiness. 


Looking at one’s face in the mirror should be the same as looking up 
at an empty sky. 


Burning one’s thoughts, desires, hopes, dreams, memories in a 
cleansing bonfire of Bliss is paradoxically the clear way forward 
towards union with and dissolution into the rushing river of blissful 
emptiness from which the erroneous notion of self emerged in the first 
place — only to double back on itself and erase itself as it creates 
itself, simultaneously. In this sense, it can reasonably be speculated 
that our thoughts and our experiences are God thinking us into being. 
Of course the next reasonable question would be to ask who exactly is 
thinking God into being? It might be proposed that it is we who bring 
the Divine Presence into being by thinking, while inside that timeless 
instant God negates us and God’s own thoughts at once, bringing Bliss. 
In this sense Bliss can be understood as the absence of everything, or 
the space between or before everything, or the emptiness out of which 
all phenomena emerge, simultaneously disappearing in the instant 
they are apprehended, imagined or conceived. Bliss = Absolute 
Emptiness, which is both crucial and impossible to conceive. 


SOMNIA: 


As we all know, Sleep (Somnia) is a lie, since dreams infiltrate and 
carry on their own life against our will. They continue their evolving 
dramas and inner controversies in their special hidden zone for years, 
seemingly indifferent or even hostile to our conscious mind’s desire, 
fears or ambitions. We are never at rest, so sleep is a misnomer. And 
in sleep, or bodies continue to decay and self-destruct, regardless of 
our conscious involvement in the process, following their inevitable 
slide into dissolution and death. And in death the matter and energy 
that comprise the arbitrary agglomeration we view as our bodies (and 
our “selves”) disassemble and are devoured by organisms large or 
infinitesimal, merging with the swirl of creation, inert or living, that 
comprise what we view as the universe (which is itself in actuality 
indivisible from our thoughts and our dreams), and so none of this 
could hardly be proven to exist at all. There is no place solid, and 
nothing (except Nothing itself) is ever still. So it might be said that 
Somnia is an accurate description of both conscious thought as well as 
all conceivable phenomena in the universe, stretching on to infinity. It 
is all dreaming itself into existence, and the instant it recognizes itself 
as dreaming (or thinking), it disappears, which is both natural and 
correct. 


It might also be said that to be Awake could be summed up in a single 
and familiar image of self-immolation: that of the burning Buddhist 
Monk. The reason for the monk’s venerable 


act of compassionate protest is irrelevant to the purpose of this 
discussion. The perfect composure and serenity of the monk as he or 
she burns is is illustrative of an absolute, holy awareness of the 
equivalence of all phenomena — screaming pain, blissful pleasure, 
boredom, disgust, violence, memory, thought, desire, ambition, even 
compassion itself, are all the laces and threads that form the Somnia 
that cloaks the true hidden body of Nothing, and Nothing is the white 
hot Love that dissolves us all in a perpetual act of creation and 
destruction — the infinite orgasm of Zero. 


DOG DAYS: 


Dog Days are the many days when the mind simply stops working. Is 
the mind contained in the brain? If so, then the brain at these 
moments is the equivalent of clay — utterly inert, cased in the skull of 
a functionally dead human. If the mind is considered to be an 
ineffable interface between the brain and body of the subject, perhaps 
further infused with the magical energy of the Soul, a Dog Day in this 
instance would indicate a godless state of nihilism, the body of the 
subject only nominally a living thing, a Zombie. To those with acute 
experience of Alcoholism, this state of being would be woefully 
familiar in their daily, soul-crushing Hangover. All that remains in 
these moments is Hunger, Thirst, Misery and Regret. The subject is 
reduced to a sort of giant amoeba — meat with limbs, numbed digits, 
and a head. At times like this the subject will open its mouth with the 
intention to scream, to release a mindless shriek that will pierce the 
armor of the domed sky above and shatter the glass that encases the 
universe itself, stabbing the heart of God. But no sound will emit. The 
lungs have collapsed and the tongue is a lifeless carcass in the mouth 
of the victim. 


THOUGHTS ON MUSIC: 


Picture molecules teeming in your body. They are your body. Feel 
them moving. Then picture the infinite Nano-particles that comprise a 
molecule and that are themselves infinitely sub-dividable. Each one is 
moving, too. Each one is suffused with light and the driving force of 
Love. In this way the light spreads through your body, and is your 
body. 


Your body is composed of Love and Light. Your body is engaged in an 


act of constant interchange with the world in which it resides. As you 
breathe, you bring the world into your body. You’re perpetually 
dissolving, congealing, dissolving. The world is feeding you, 
transforming you always, bringing death closer as it infuses you with 
life. This symbiotic interchange IS life, IS you, IS God thinking. You’re 
not solely the temporary arrangement of molecules that constitute the 
“You” that you imagine. You are seamlessly intertwined with the 
world. Even your consciousness, your sense of self, your memories, 
fears and aspirations, are interlaced with the world around you, and 
by extension the furthest expanse of the universe. A handful of sand 
has a presence, a body — it’s an entity there in your hand. When you 
sift the sand into a stream of moving water, it diffuses. What then is 
the body of sand that formerly was an entity in itself? This is you. 


So why do you say “Love?” Is it a sort of subliminal wishful thinking, 
a weak-minded faith that insists on calling the force and energy of life 
that fuels your existence “Love?” Indeed it is! This line of thinking is 
demonstrably weak, but palpably true, nevertheless. And with the 
correct and focused attention to this force, as the gentle wind rustles 
through the molecules and fibers of your being, it is revealed as Love. 
It feels like Love. Divorced from attachment, from interpretation, 
releasing your self to the stream of experience — this feels like Love. 
And this is what music accomplishes at its most sublime — a constant, 
unbroken swelling from inside — from inside everything, exhaling 
time from its mouth. 


Music IS time. How do you account for the unutterably sweet 
strangeness of existence at these moments? This is the lure, the scent 
to follow, always looking for this consuming presence, not an analog 
of the thing sought, but the thing itself... 


17. IAm The Stars 


I’ve been traveling so long now I can’t remember where I came from 
or what my destination is supposed to be. I’m just moving, always 
moving. My feet were once bloody, but they’ve scabbed over 
numerous time, and now they’re dulled, club-like pods I can barely 
feel at the end of my legs. I draw them through dust and over stones, 
roots, shards of glass, insects snakes, and other myriad living 
creatures. Soon, I suppose I'll be crawling amongst them. Finally, 
drunk with exhaustion, I’ll collapse on my back in the sand — 


sentient food now offered up to be devoured. My mouth will open and 
my last exhaled breath, which itself contains the same stars I see 
shifting and pulsing above me in the black, will rise up and mingle 
amongst them. I’m home, and I am safe. I see myself there now: an 
infinite lake of particles dancing with possibility. 


